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Untouchable Face 


Author's Notes: 
| really gotta lay off the ficlets.. 


Night watched Bone. 


He couldn't help himself, couldn't tear his eyes away from that sharp little face. There was always something 


there, sweet and a little mournful, that woke a wistful ache in his own chest. 


He touched Bone every chance he got. It wasn't often. A soft caress along the small of his back, a brief flicker 
of fingers across the nape of his neck. Once he'd clasped Bone by the wrist, pressing down with his fingers 
until he could feel the blood pulsing through Bone's veins. It had driven hot and cold fire through his own body 


and he'd gone to shiver in the bathroom like a junkie, afraid of his own mind. 


Bone belonged to Skinny, and Night understood that. Understood, but would not accept. He wanted too much to 
touch, to hold, to watch Bone fall asleep on his shoulder and see the lines smooth out of his beautiful face. Sex 


was a distant concern. Night was far more interested in the chaste slide of skin on skin, teasingly erotic, hands 


and lips, legs and hair. He wanted to feel, not own. 

So he said nothing, knowing that that wasn't enough for Bone. Poor, sweet Bone who closed his eyes so 
gratefully when Skinny's big hand dropped down to clasp the back of his neck. Nightmare watched and twisted 
his fingers together in an agony of need but he always, always kept his mouth shut. 


Night watched Bone, but it was Skinny who watched back. 


